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His Next Task

William knew what he had to do.

The was no real choice for him. Not now, certainly. But maybe not ever.

Maybe, from the moment Rachel had walked into his life, showing up at the restaurant where he worked in that scandalous dress with her husband beside her, he had been hopelessly caught.

Maybe it was fate. Maybe, he sometimes tried to tell himself, it was the way things were supposed to be. But that didn’t make much sense. He had never been a big believer in concepts like that. As far as he was concerned, things just happened. There didn’t have to be a reason for it, and often, that wasn’t. What there was, instead, was just the uncaring, undirected pattern of reality.

He had to do what Rachel said. She had, after all, been more than clear about that. And maybe just her word would’ve been enough, just the demand she made that he do what she said. But now, she had all the leverage she could ever need. That black steel cage locked around his cock meant that he had no choice but to obey her, to do what she said. As she was so fond of pointing out, she owned his body now, owned his orgasms. And he would do anything, absolutely anything, for that sweet release.

Rachel made it harder on purpose. She knew, seemingly instinctively, that the more she teased him, the more obedient he would become. And after all, he couldn’t say he wasn’t warned. She had told him what she was going to do. And he had let her do it.

He was haunted by it, and by her. He couldn’t stop thinking about the way she looked as she sat above him on the sofa, a queen on her throne, every enticing curve of her body gleaming under the skin-tight black latex that gripped it. He couldn’t forget the sense of shame that had swamped him when he finally came, spurting what she called a worship puddle at her feet for her to dip a foot in, as if his orgasm meant nothing to her. As if he was so far beneath her that he was almost like a pet, like some strange curiosity that she liked to play with, but would never truly care about. After all, she had her husband, who she loved. She was clear about that, too. William’s role in her life was that of a toy to amuse her. And, maybe now, a slave to serve her, too.

So when she told him she was coming around again, he was flooded with a mixture of hope and despair. He knew what he was in for, a long night of teasing and humiliation, his cock throbbing inside its cage as if to remind him of how he had lost control of the most intimate part of himself. But there was always hope, too. Rachel had let him cum last time, even if it wasn’t how he would have wanted to. She had made no promise of any release for him this time. But he was painfully aware that there was only one single way that he could ever orgasm from now on, and it came through her.

First of all, he had to be in the same room as her. So her coming over, no matter what she had in mind, at least theoretically brought him one step closer to the heart of all his desires.

He waited impatiently for the buzzer of his apartment building to ring. When it did, he almost jumped up from his seat, hurrying over to the phone to let her in. Then he stood by the door, waiting breathlessly, not even trying not to imagine her progress through the building, rising steadily toward him. Every step she took was bringing her closer, as if he could feel her monstrous sexual power moving through the building, his body hopelessly attuned to hers now that she had complete control of his pleasure.

She knocked on the door, and he swung it open. There she was, her dark hair tied up at the back of her head in a messy bun, her deep blue eyes with their tiny flecks of green shining with amusement at the sight of him, her full red lips lifting at the corners of her mouth.

Just like last time, she was wearing a heavy black coat that was completely at odds with the warm weather. Just like last time, under the long coat, he could see a shining pair of black leather high-heeled boots. The same boots she had made him lick, last time, the same boots he had groveled at, practically worshiping, while she lorded it over him, totally secure in her unapproachable power.

His heart stuttered at the thought of what she might be wearing underneath, and he stepped back as she walked inside, the door of the apartment closing behind her.

Heading to his living room, she slid her coat off her shoulders, letting it fall down to her bent elbows as she coquettishly turned to look back at him over her shoulder. It was the same outfit as last time. Exactly as he had hoped and feared. That flawless black latex catsuit clinging to her body like a second skin, flaunting the unbelievable curves of her hips and ass and thighs, everything he wanted completely on display and yet completely covered at the same time.

And of course, he knew what she could do in that suit. He knew about the zipper between her legs that would expose her pussy if she wanted to, and the image of him, kneeling beside his own sofa, watching her pussy from behind while she simulated the sex she wouldn’t let him have with her, filled his mind all over again. Already, after one week, the images were completely polished in his mind, reviewed and relived over and over again, even though he knew it could only hurt him.

He wondered if Rachel knew how he tortured himself. He wondered if that was part of the plan. She was such a natural at this, and she never seemed to doubt herself or put a foot wrong. It was only now and again he got the faintest glimpse of the woman underneath it all, and found himself wondering how all this had started, how she had discovered the wild excitement of being in charge.

But that wasn’t for him to know. He was there to worship, to admire, to serve. And Rachel was there to be adored, to be worshiped, to be mean and cruel and withholding, because it turned her on. The thought of that magnificent pussy getting wet underneath the tight latex that gripped it was enough to make him lightheaded, enough to make him eager to do whatever it took to please her, no matter the cost to his own dignity and pride. Because there was no doubt, with her looking the way she did, that that would indeed be the price.

Straightening her arms, Rachel let the coat slide off completely. Holding it by the collar, she turned to face him, extending her arm. Getting the hint, he stepped forward and took her coat, unable, at the same time, to keep his eyes from dancing up and down her body.

He could feel her eyes following him as he moved toward the hallway closet, hanging up her coat carefully, almost reverently. He thought again of how he had licked her boots, and how it was as if everything that even touched her body became sacred by contact. Even a winter coat became sexy when she had worn it, and the warmth and perfume of her body still clung to the fabric as he hung it up in the closet.

Shifting the closet door, he turned back to her. She was standing now with her hands on her hips, one foot in front of the other, a pose that perfectly displayed the incredible hourglass shape of her body. His cock ached inside the chastity device, as predictable as it was unignorable, the inescapable proof of his desperate desire and her irresistible sexiness. She knew it just like he did. She would have to be made of stone not to feel the sexual tension that crackled in the air between them, that animated them both. It was like a presence in the room with them, as obvious as gravity. William just hoped it would be enough.

“Ready to serve me, slave boy?”

Rachel smiled as she spoke, just as perfectly in control as ever. William wondered whether he only imagined just the tiniest trace of hesitation in her voice, in her eyes. As if there was any doubt. He thought of refusing her. Maybe that was possible, somehow. Maybe, if he really demanded it, if he told her that this game was over forcefully enough that she would believe it, she might produce the key to the chastity device from wherever she had it hidden and free him. Or maybe she wouldn’t, and he would have to find a way to cut it off. But surely, he couldn’t put up with this. He couldn’t let her get away with this.

Except he knew he could. He knew he would. Better, perhaps, than she did. He opened his mouth, part of him still toying with the idea of defiance, but what came out from between his lips was exactly the opposite.

“Yes, I am.”

Rachel’s eyes sparkled. Her high heels made a sharp, clicking sound on the floor of his apartment as she walked slowly toward him. The light gleaming off her latex second skin was enough to make him breathless, as if a giant hand was squeezing his chest, and the metal fist of the chastity device squeezed his cock as he tried to harden relentlessly, recognizing the presence of its new owner.

“What did you say?”

Her voice was soft, gentle, as she stood in front of him. The ghost of her former smile was still visible on her lips. But the way her eyes shone as they looked into his made him nervous. She was dangerous, and maybe she was only just coming to appreciate her own danger, even though William, he was now convinced, had recognized it from day one. She didn’t scare him, exactly; he was far too attracted to her for that. But he was painfully aware of what she could do to him if she chose to. If there were any limits to her power, they hadn’t discovered them yet, and that was more than enough to make him wary of displeasing her.

He knew what she wanted. He didn’t want to say it, didn’t want to acknowledge it, but he knew that was exactly why she did want it. And in the contest of wills between them, there was never any doubt about the outcome.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

Her smile deepened. Another little victory for Rachel, each one of them adding up. It was almost too easy for her, and William thought he could see the wonder of that on her face, behind the impassive dominatrix façade. But she didn’t drop character. Instead, standing right in front of him, so close that he could smell the delicious scent of her body, she reached out and placed her hand against the front of his jeans.

William groaned. The metal bars of the cage denied him her touch, but he could feel the weight of her hand, the movement of her fingers, as they caressed his caged cock through the fabric. As if she was checking to make sure it was still there. As if he could possibly have escaped.

He had tried, over and over again. It would take some equipment and skills he didn’t possess to get him out of the device. And Rachel seemed pleased to still feel it there, that symbol of her power, her control, her ownership. The source of all his misfortune, and all his desire.

“That’s better. That’s more like it. Don’t forget your manners, or I might have to punish you.”

She giggled as she spoke. Much older than him as she was, there was often something girlish about Rachel, especially at times like this. The joy she took in dominating him was evident, and she never tried to disguise it. William was glad of it, in a way. He had never been dominated by a woman before, and had very little experience in these matters to look to. But he felt like there was something sexy about a woman enjoying being in charge, more than one who simply barked orders as if it was the right to do so. Then again, it wasn’t like Rachel needed any help being sexy. Her beautiful face, her incredible body, and the gleaming latex catsuit were more than enough by themselves.

“I’ve been thinking about this all week,” she said, her eyes dropping down toward her hand, busy between his legs, as if to reinforce to him exactly what she was talking about. “This young, hard, hungry cock I own now. Mine, to do whatever I want with. Even if that’s nothing. Tell me, William, how many times did you think about me over the last week?”

“Hundreds, Mrs. Sanders.”

Rachel laughed again, but he wasn’t joking. It was the simple truth. He couldn’t count how many times she had replayed their last encounter, or how many times visions of her had hovered in his tormented mind, driving him crazy with unstoppable lust. Sometimes, he wondered if there was ever a moment he wasn’t thinking of her. Though the intensity varied.

When he was home alone with nothing to occupy his thoughts, visions of her floated in front of him, the raw sex appeal like a nail driven through his brain. At other times, when he was busy at work, he could ignore it better.

But she was still there, somewhere in the background of his mind, smiling and laughing and shining in gleaming latex or showing off her body in one of her sexy dresses, his cock aching almost constantly between the steel bars that she alone controlled.

“That’s what I like to hear. Now, I’ll ask again. Are you ready to serve?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

William could hear the change in his own voice, and he knew that she would too. His words became ragged, torn, his desperation unmistakable. His desire rising rapidly and inevitably to an unignorable crescendo. And it was true. He was ready to serve. He was ready to do whatever it took, whatever she said, to make her happy.

“Good.”

Her voice changed too. She shifted out of her low, throaty purr, adopting a brisk and more businesslike tone as she took her hand away from his straining cock. She stepped past him, the tight latex of her catsuit groaning just like he wanted to groan as he turned to watch her go, watching the round shape of her ass straining against the stretchy fabric that looked almost painted on. Walking over toward the door, she opened the closet he had just closed, and for a horrible moment, he thought she was going to leave. Scared of her or not, William knew anything was better than that, anything better than to be left alone with only his thoughts of her again, and he opened his mouth, ready to make her stay.

Before he said anything, he could see that she was reaching inside her coat, her hands disappearing into one of the pockets. He came out holding her car keys, and she turned, holding them out to him.

“I’m parked outside. My car needs a wash. Go do it.”

William blinked, caught completely by surprise. He had no clue what he had expected from her, but it wasn’t this. Maybe he expected her to tell him to strip, to kneel at her feet, to grovel at her boots like he had before. Maybe, he dared to hope, she might even demand some more intimate service, something he could do to please her, or at least see her cum. But this? This was menial, disgraceful. And knowing that was the entire point didn’t exactly help to keep his cock from throbbing hard against the cruel steel bars that constrained it.

“Wash… your car?”

“Yeah,” Rachel said with a happy little smirk. “You don’t expect me to do it myself, do you? I’m a goddess. Just like my husband says. And a goddess doesn’t have to wash her own car. Do you have a bucket, a sponge?”

“Yeah, I… I think so.”

“You think, or you know? Go get them.”

Her tone was firmer now, more direct. Honestly, William felt it needed to be. He was so confused by all this, so torn by desire for her, that he couldn’t think straight. It was like he needed her to give him clear instructions, to boss him around, or else he would have no idea what to do.

She followed him as he headed toward his kitchen, the sound of her high heels on the floor seeming to echo with his own frantic heartbeat in his chest. Under the kitchen sink, he found a bucket. There was a new packet of sponges, too. They were made for washing dishes, not washing cars, but it was the best he could do, and he knew he needed to please Rachel. He felt her shining eyes on him as he filled the bucket with water, squirting a little dish soap in there too.

“Got any wine?”

“Yeah. Red or white, Mrs. Sanders?”

A perk of working at the restaurant. Sales reps were always dropping off bottles for them to try, and the staff split them between them. William took his share but didn’t get through them very quickly, never having developed the habit of drinking alone. He was gratified, at least a little, to see her smile deepen.

“Red, I think. Pour me a glass.”

Obediently, he set the bucket down on the kitchen floor and found his corkscrew. Rachel watched his every move, standing in the entrance of the kitchen, as he opened the bottle of red that sat on the kitchen counter and poured her a glass. She left it there, letting it breathe, while he hefted the bucket again.

She stepped aside, letting him pass as he headed toward the front door. He moved slowly. He didn’t really believe that she would change her mind; that wasn’t like her. But at the same time, he hoped for it. He hoped that maybe this was some kind of test, just one of her little power games to see if he would actually do it.

“Inside and out. I’ll be checking.”

He didn’t respond. He just stepped through the door of his own apartment, letting it close behind him, hearing her high heels moving on the floor until the door clicked shut.

He found her car parked on the street outside. He recognized it from those times her husband had dropped her off for a date with him. Happier times, maybe, in some ways, he thought to himself. More hopeful times, certainly.

Back then, she had been some beautiful married woman who wanted to be wooed, and he was more than happy to do it. Even when she said she wasn’t going to cheat on her husband, he smiled and nodded, confident in his ability to change her mind. He was a lot less confident now. But at the same time, he was even more obsessed with her now than he had been then. Even more excited and intoxicated by her, bewitched by her power and her unstoppable sexiness.

She had always been beautiful, unspeakably attractive, irresistibly sexy. But now, she seemed almost superhuman. No wonder her husband called her a goddess. And her husband, as always, was about the last person William wanted to think about, but he couldn’t help it. After all, that was part of the story too.

It was already dark outside, and William felt grateful for that, making him less visible as he performed his humiliating task. He told himself that no one would know it wasn’t his car, but that didn’t do much to calm the pounding of his heart.

Up above the street, he could see his own apartment. He could see the lights on in the window, and a shape on the balcony. Rachel. Mrs. Sanders, he thought to himself grimly, sitting on a chair, enjoying the glass of wine he had poured, watching his service.

With the lack of light outside and the light on the inside behind her, maybe you couldn’t tell what she was wearing. At least, not exactly. But he knew, and every faint gleam of reflected light on her shiny outfit sent another jolt of arousal through him. She was so bold, so brazen, sitting out in public dressed like that, even in this qualified way. That boldness, too, was part of her sex appeal.

The small sponge made the task tedious, but he kept at it, wiping bugs and road dirt off his mistress’s car. Up above, she watched him like it was the greatest show on earth, a silent audience like a queen watching some gladiatorial game. When he finally finished the outside of her car, William realized he had nothing to clean the inside with. So he tipped the dirty water out of the bucket and headed back into his apartment, where Mrs. Sanders waited.

She was still on the balcony when he stepped inside. She turned her head to smile at him as he set the bucket down just inside the doorway and opened the hallway closet, taking out his vacuum. Before he could carry it outside, she lifted her empty wine glass, and he took the message. He brought the bottle of red out to her on the balcony, seeing that she had her feet up on the other chair.

“Down,” she ordered with a click of the fingers on her free hand, pointing to the floor of the balcony beside her. William suppressed a sigh as he dropped to his knees. Rachel smiled down at him, holding out her glass, and he filled it from the bottle. She watched him, taking it all in.

“This is good wine,” she said. “Have you tried it?”

“No, Mrs. Sanders.”

She smiled to see he remembered his manners and her instructions. Then, she dipped her finger into the wine in her glass. Smiling, she extended it toward him, a ruby bead forming on her fingertip as she waited expectantly.

Looking up at her, he leaned forward on his knees. He extended his tongue, and she giggled as he licked the wine off her finger. He couldn’t possibly miss the reference she was making, the reminder she was giving him of what she had made him do last time she was here. But Rachel was never one to leave a possibility for his humiliation to chance.

“What tastes better, this wine or my pussy?”

William didn’t even hesitate. There was only one answer to a question like that, especially for a woman like her.

“Your pussy, Mrs. Sanders.”

Rachel laughed out loud, the musical sound of her amusement seeming to echo in the dark night.

“That’s a good answer. But for now, unfortunately for you, all you get is the wine.”

Her eyes held his as she took a slow sip. He watched her swirl the wine around in her mouth, press her red lips together, then swallow.

Then, she surprised him again.

Shifting the wine glass from one hand to the other, she reached out with her hand to grab the back of his neck. She pulled him toward her, lowering her head at the same time, and to his astonishment, she pressed her lips against his.

She had never kissed him before. On all their dates, all the things they had done, she had always turned her mouth away when he went in for a kiss, letting him kiss her cheek or her neck instead. And the surprise of this new gesture merged with the shock of arousal that swept over him as her tongue slid over his, as she crushed her lips against his with wild passion.

He tasted the wine, and he tasted her lust, and he didn’t understand what was happening or why, but he didn’t care. His cock ached inside the chastity device, and his hands reached toward her, his heart expanding with the hope that maybe, just maybe, something wonderful was about to happen. That maybe he had been right to wait, to suffer for her, to do whatever she said, knowing it turned her on and hoping all the time for exactly this. Even a mistress must sometimes lose control. Even a goddess can’t deny herself forever.

But before he could touch her, she pulled her mouth suddenly away. Her hands slid from his neck to her forehead, and she pushed him roughly back, smiling as she did so. Then, she dipped her finger back into the wine in her glass and leaned forward, her breasts straining against the tight latex of the catsuit as she flicked her fingers. Stray drops of wine shone on her boot, and she turned her smile on him again.

“Clean it up.”

Open-mouthed, he stared up at her. She smiled back at him, but he knew she was serious. She could just switch like this, from affection to demands, so that he could barely keep up. And it was part, after all, of what made her so exciting.

On his knees, William shuffled along his own balcony, toward her raised feet. She watched, sipping her wine with satisfaction, as he ran his tongue over her boots again. He tasted the wine and the bitter taste of the leather, and most of all, he tasted his own defeat. His own humiliation, his recklessness in allowing himself to be caught and caged by a woman like this. And yet, just like always, he couldn’t bring himself to regret it, either.

“Good boy. You’re being such a good boy for me. Okay, now my boots are clean, get back to work. Go clean the inside of my car.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

William stood up, knowing he had no choice. He felt her smiling eyes on him as she watched him step back inside his apartment, heading to the front door, picking up the vacuum cleaner on the way. More menial service, more degrading tasks. And all he had to sustain him through the night was the memory of that kiss, and the hope that if he was a good enough servant, this latex goddess would take pity on him and allow him to cum.
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